Gustave Flaubert Letters

Oh! I assure you that my heart is heavy over it!

And the little reaction that we are going to have after that?
How the good ecclesiastics are going to flourish again!

I have started at Saint-Antome once more, and I am working
tremendously.

CLXXXVII.    To GUSTAVE FLAUBERT, AT CEOISSET

Nohant, 28 April, 1871

No, certainly I do not forget you! I am sad, sad, that is to
say, that I am stunned, that I watch the spring, that I am
busy, that I talk as if there were nothing; but I have not been
able to be alone an instant since that horrible occurrence with-
out falling into a bitter despair. I make great efforts to pre-
vent it; I do not want to be discouraged; I do not want to deny
the past and dread the future; but it is my will, it is my reason
that struggles against a profound impression unsurmountable
up to the present moment.

That is why I did not want to write to you before feeling
better, not that I am ashamed to have crises of depression,
but because I did not want to increase your sadness already
so profound, by adding the weight of mine to it. For me, the
ignoble experiment that Paris is attempting or is undergoing,
proves nothing against the laws of the eternal progression of
men and things, and, if I have gained any principles in my mind,
good or bad, they are neither shattered nor changed by it.
For a long time I have accepted patience as one accepts the sort                  ; j|

of weather there is, the length of winter, old age, lack of success
in all its forms. But I think that partisans (sincere) ought to
cEange their formulas or find out perhaps the emptiness of
every a priori formula.

It is not that which makes me sad. When a tree is dead, one
should plant two others. My unhappiness comes from pure
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